JAPANESE   OVERTURE

way through the traffic, recklessly jumping his
traffic-signals while the sky-signs ran about us in
fluid streaks of mercury and salmonVblood and the
February dusk drained off the light of day.

The side-wall of the station loomed. The driver
brought liis taxi against the curb, scrambled down,
and ran me up the stairs. He huddled into a queue,
bought me my third-class return ticket, threaded us a
way through the swarming crowds to the gate of the
platform, took his cap in his hand, panting and laugh-
ing, listened to my thanks, took my tip of 50 sen,1
saw it, and, overcome, smiled brighter-eyed than ever,
with a combination of dignity, sincerity, and merri-
ness that I was to see often again in this exquisite
country but never to grow used to.

I walked up the platform beside the train, then
turning to the passing guard, "Nikko ?" I asked.

"---------------9" foc answered, rounding off, so, my

first independent conversation in Japan in Japanese.

I thanked him and jumped in,

1 Fifty $e/7, which is half one yen, is worth about yd.